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TERMS. 

VHige and Single MailSubscribers. 01.50 

In Bundles *1 20 and upwards, 01,25s orii 

paid strictly ta advarce,01.00 per annum 

—ADVERTISING.— 
A l.nlnistrators’Noticae, 
Commissioners’ Notices 1-25 

Ettray Notices, 25 

Other adv’ls,per square, (3 weeks.) 1.00 
Enehsubsequont insertion. 20 

w©M, 
Of all kinds neatly and promptly executed 

Frederick 2> Beeman, 
Attorney and Counselor at Lair. 

Olfiie in Seymour’s Building, 
Litchfield. Conn, 

WILLIAM O. COB. 
Attorney and Counselor at Law, 

NEW BRITAIN, CONN. 

REMOVAL. 
Dr. BOSTWICK has removed Lis 

ssi'leuce to Grossman’s U. S. Hotel. 
■hitch field , June 3.1852* 

Charles O. Belden. 
attorney at law, 

LITCHFIELD, CONN. 
•Office Seymour’s Building, South street 

Sept. 10, 185 2. 

D. E- Bostwick, M. D., 
PHYSICIAN and SURGEON, 

Officeover Satn'l P Bolle, store,in roomsfor 

Merly occupied by Dr J S Wolcott. 
June.5th. 1851. 

Charles Vaiil, M D , 

Physician and Suigeon, 
Office over the Peat Office—Residence at the 

••Bis.ell Place” in Eaststreet. Litchfield. 

David F. Hollister, 
Attorney and Counsellor at taw, 

SALISBURY. CONN. 

nUNRY B. GRAVES, 
Attorney and Counsellor at Law 

Litchfield, Conn. 

Office over Dr. Buel's Store, re. 

eently occupied by the late Gen. Bacon 

•First building south of the Mansion House 

c. HI. HOOKER, 

^juwriT 
RESIDENT DENTIST, 

OFFICE at his residence.3ti Dwelling north 
•fthe Bank. 

NEW GOODS 
AT THE 

&ADIES’ STORE. 
JUST received, a new supply ot taahiuliable 

Lidies' Dress Goods, Trimmings Ac., 
-comprising Plain and Figured Fieuch and 
English Muslin, and Barrage De Laines AN 
sj French and American Super Mourning 
and Fancy Calico Prints. Stack and Coloied 
Drees Silks, Poplins and Alpacca, Mourning 
and Colored Square »-d Long Shawls, Mourn* 
ing and White Wrought S visa Collars, Co'* 
laretts and Cuffs, Swis«, Book, Jacket and 
Lase Edgings and Inset tings. Velvet and Silk 
fiihb >ns, Ribbon Gimps, Fringes, Ac.. Alex- 
ander’s and other. Super Kid, Silk and Tbiead 
Gloves, Patent Robber, and Alorocce Shoes 
Paper Hangings, a large stock of Muslin and 
Woolen Shirt, and Lln-n C dlarf. Bleached 
and Brown Cotton Sheetings, Shirtings, 
Tickings, Ticks, Ac 

ALSO Groceries. Teas. Sugars, Molasses, 
Candies.—ANo 10,000 Haydens’ Bricks ar.d 
Pin- Bard,. for sale Cheap. 

00 <00 Sewers wasted os Shirts and Un- 
der Shirts. 

S. N. BRONSON Agent. 

LINSEED OIL. 
A PURE, Article, manufactured aim] fei 

sate ui the Bantam Falls Oil Mill.— 
All orders promptly attended to. 

rry»Cash paid for Flax Seed. 
WM. P. KILBOURN. 

Bantam Falla, Sept 1.1852, 

S20 REWARD. 
WILL be paid to any person who will buy 

a box ol Dr. Teirel’s Healing Oint- 
meat and ose it according to directions, ii 
they will call at my office and sa; with acleai 
conscience that it does not completely curt 

Chaped Hands, Chilbieins, Sore Lips, Burnt 
end Freezes. Sores oo Children- and greatlj 
alleviate, if not entirely cur* Salt Rheum. »m 

Bust diseases of the akin. Seo advertisemen’ 
MONROE TERREL. 

A, C. SMITH, Agent- 

POETRY* 

NIGHT. 

»T JAMBS MONTGOMERY. 

Night Is tho time for rest; 
How sweet when labors close. 
To gather round an aching breaat 
The curtain of repose, 
Slretch the tired limbs, and lay the head 
Down on our own delightful bed. 

Night ia the time for dreams; 
The gay romance of life, 
When truth that is and truth that seems, 
Mix in fantastic strife ; 
Ab ! visions lees beguiling far 
Thau waking dreams by daylight are! 

Night is the lime for toil; 
To plough the classic field. 
Intent to find the buried spoil 
In wealthy furrows yielu; 
Till all is oura that sages taught, 
That pools sang, and heroes wrought. 

Night is the time to weep— 
To wet with unseen tears, 
Those graves of memory, where sleep 
The joys of other j ears— 

Hopes, that were angels at theirbirth, 
But died when young like things of 

earth. 

Night is the time to watch— 
O’er ocean's dark expunge. 
To hail the Pleiades, or catch 
The full moon’s earliest glance, 
That brings into the homesick mind 
All we have loved and left behind. 

Night is the time for care— 

Brooding on hours mispent, 
To see the spectre of Despair 
Come to our lonely tent— 
Like Brutus, ’midst his slumbering host, 
Summon’d to die by Ccesor’s ghost. 

Night is the time to think— 
When, from the eye, the soul 
Takes flight, and on the utmost brink 
Ofyonder starry pole. 
Discerns beyond the abyss of night 
The dawn of uncreated light. 

Night is the time to pray— 
Our Saviour oft withdrew 
To desert mountains far away : 
So will his followers do, 
Steal from his throng to haunts untrod, 
And commune there alone with God. 

Night is the time for death— 
When all around is peace, 
Calmly to yield the weary breath, 
From sin and suffering cease, 
Think of henven’s bliss, and give the sign 
To parting friends t such death be mine! 

MISCELLANY. 

A Mother’s Influence 
And so you say you sail to morrow, 

Will ? I shall miss you.’ 
* Yes, I’m bound to see the world.— 

I’ve been beating my wings in despera- 
tion against the w ires of my cage these 
ihiee years. I know every slick and 
stone aud slump in this odious village 
by heart, as well as I do those stereo- 

typed sermons of Parson Grey's. They 
say fce calls me a scapegrace—pity I 
should have the name without the 
game,’ said he bitter ly. 1 haven’t room 

here to run the length of my chain.— 
I'll show him what I can do in a wider 
field of action.’ 

Bat how do you bring your father 
over.’ 

* Oh, he’s very glad to get rid of me ; 
quite disgusted because I've no fancy 
lor seeing corn and oats grow. The 
truth is, cvciy father knows at once too 
much and too little about his own son; 
the old genllemad never understood me ; 
he soured my temper, which is original- 
ly none of the best, rou-ed all the worst 

feelings of my nature, and is constantly 
driving me from instead of to the point 
he would have me reach.’ 

* And your mother V 
* Well, there you have mo; that’s the 

only humanized portion of my heart— 
the only s»di spot in it. She came (o 

my bedside last night, after she thought 
i was asleep, gently kissed my forehead, 
and then knelt by my bedside. Harry. 
I’ve been wandering round the fields all 
tire morning, to try to get rid of that 
prayer. Old Parson Gray might preach 
at me till the millennium, and it wouldn’t 
move me any more than that stone. It 
makes all the difference in the world 
when you know a person fecit what they 
ate praying about. I’m wild and recks 
lets end wicked, I suppose; but I shall 
never be an infidel while I can lemember 
my mother. You should see the way 
she bears my father’s impetuous tern 

per; that’s grace, not nature, Harry; 
but dou’t let us talk about it—I only 
wish my parting with her was well over. 

Good-bye ; God bless you, Harry : you 
will hear from me;” nod Will left his 
friend and entered the cottage. 

His mother was moving nervously and 
restlestly about, tying up nil sorts of 
mysterioas little parcels, that only moth- 
ers think of, “in case he should be sick,” 
or in case he should bo this, that or the 
other, interrupted occasionally by ex- 

clamations like this from the old farmer: 
“ Fudge—stuff—great overgrown baby, 
making a fool of him-—never be out of 
leading strings;” then turning short 
about and feeing Will ns he entered, he 
said : 

“ Well, sir, look in yonr sea-chest 
and yea’ll find gingerbread, and physic, 
darning needles and tracts, ‘bluer.,’ and 
Bible., pepermint, and old linen fags, 

land opedilpoee. Pshaw ! I was more oi 

a man than you are when I waa nine 
years old. Your mother always made 
a fool of you, and that was entirely un- 

necessary, too, for you was always short 
of what is called common sense. Ytu 
needn’t tell the captain you went to sea 

because you didn’t know enough to be a 

landsman, or that you never did any- 
thing in your life, except by accident. 
You are as like that ne'er do well Jack 
Hatpin, as two peas. If there is any* 
thing in you, I t.opo the salt water will 
fetch it out. Come, your mother has 
your supper ready. I see.” 

Mrs. Low’s hand trembled as she pas- 
sed her boy’s cup. It was his last meal 
under that roof for many a long day. 
She did not trust herself to speak—her 
heart was too full. She had heard all 
his father injudiciously said to him, and 
she knew too well from former experi- 
ence the effect it would have upon his 
impetuous, fiery spirit. She had only 
to oppose to it a mother’s prayers and 
tears, and all enduring love. She never 

condemned in Will’s hearing, any of his 
father’s philippics; always excusing him 
with the general remark that he didn’t 
understand him. Alont, she mourned 
over it; and when with her husband, 
tried to place matters on a better tooling 
for both parlies. 

Will noted his mothei’s swollen eye- 
lids; he saw his favorite little tea-cakes 
that she had busied herself in preparing 
for him, and he ate and diank what she 
gavo him, without tasting a morsel he 
swallowed, listening for the hundredth 
time to his fathei’a account of what he 
did when a young mau.’ 

Just half an hour, Will,’ said his fa- 
ther, * before you start; run up and see 

if you have forgntjen any of your duds/ 
It was the little room be had always 

called his own. How many nights Le 
bad Iain there listening to the rain pat- 
tering on tho low roof; how many 
mornings awakened by the chirp of the 
robin in the apple-tree under the win- 
dow. There was the little bed with its 
snowy covering and the thousand and 
one little comforts prepated by his 
mother’s hand. He turned his head— 
she was at his side, hei arms about his 
neck. God keep ray boy !’ was all she 
could utter. He knelt at her feet as in 
the days of childhood, and from those 
wayward lips came his teaiful prayer, 

Oh God, Spate my mother, that 1 may 
look upon her face again in this wot Id !' 

Oh, in after dnya, when that voice 
itad died out fiom under the parental 
tool', how sacred was that spol to her 
who gave him birth! There waa hope 

for the boy ! he had recognized his mo- 

ther's God. By that invisible silken cotd 
site still held the wanderer, though 
broad seas rolled between. 

Letters came to Moss Glen—at stated 
intervals, then more irregularly, pictur- 
ing only the bright spots in his sailor 
life (for Will was proud, and they were 

to be scanned by his father's eye.) The 
usual temptations of a sailor’s life when 
in poit were not unknown to him—of 
every cup the syren, Pleasure, held to 

his lips, ho drank to the dregs; bnl 
there were moments in his maddest rev- 

els, when that angel whisper, * God 
keep my boy,’ palsied his daring hand, 
and arrested the half-utleied oath.— 
Disgusted with himself he would turn 
aside for an instant, but only to drown 
again more recklessly * that still small 
tot luting voice.’ 

i ou ic a Biranger in niece pans, 
said a rough farmer to a sun burnt irav>< 

eler. • Look as though you’d been in 
loieign peris.’ 

* Do 1?’ said Will, slouching his hat 
over his eyes. 

• Who lives in that little 
collage under the hill ?’ 

Old Farmer Low—and a tough cuss 

loraer he is, too ; it’s a word and a blow 
with him. The old lady has had a hard 
time of it, good as she is, to put up 
with all his kicks and quirks. She bore 
it very well till the lad went away ; and 
then she began to droop like a willow 
in a storm, and lose all heart, like.— 
Doctoi’s stuff didn’t do any good, as 

long aa she got no newt of the boy .— 

She’s to be buried this afternoon, sir.’ 
Poor Will stayad to bear no more, but 

tottered in the direction of the collage. 
He asked no leave to enter, bnt passed 
over the threshold into the little best 

parlor,’ and found himself alone with 
the dead. It was loo true! dumb were 

the lips that should bavo welcomed him; 
and the arms that should have enfolded 
him wore crossed peacefully over the 
h»art that beat true to bim till the last. 

Conscience did its office. Long years 
of mad folly passed in swift review be- 
fore bim ; ana over that insensible form 
a vow was made, and recorded in hea- 
ven. 

* Your mother should have lived to 

•see this day. Will,’ said a grey haired 
old man, as he leaned on the arm of the 

clergyman, and passed into the village 
church. 

•Bless God, my dear father, there is 
• joy in heaven over one sinner that re- 

peutetiiand of all the angel band, 
there is one seraph hand that ew eepi 
more rapturously ila harp to-day loi 
* the lost that is found !* 

Faxxr Frnut. 

The London Punch is aequainted will 

a business man who is so scrupulous!] 
exact in all his doings, that wbenevei 
he pays a visit, be always insists upon 

taking a refeipt. 
eft 

TOUB OVER THE CONTINENT. 
CHAPTER VI. 

That a river so large as the Humboldt 
should be wholly absorbed in the earth aud 
even to flow before reaching the ocean or 

some other large body of water, is one of 
the most remarkable phenomena in the 
physical world. For a day or two’s jour- 
ney above the sink, the ground isjn soft 
that it is difficult to get water from t he 
river without sinking in the mud. Some 
fifty miles above the sink, some of our 
men had twain the river to get some wild 
rye that grew in abundance an the south 
side of the river In attempting to follow 
them, 1 plunged in and swam some half 
dozen rods; but being carried down by a 

strong current I succeeded in reaching 
some small willows on the south side of 
the river, which was not strong enough to 
support me. Being completely exhausted, 
1 let down my feet lor the bottom, but 
found none, and'but for the • precious life,’ 
I should have been swept down into the 
dark ocean of eternity, as some others 
were, of whom I have heard. At this 
place I suppose the river was deep enough 
to float a first-rate steamer—perhaps the 
largest that swims the ocean. 

Two miles above the sink is a marshy 
place. Holes were dug in the ground, 
where sulphur water was obtained, which 
relished tolerably well after drinking the 
water of the Humboldt for eleven days.— 
At this place several trains had stopped 
aDd were making preparation,as best they 
could, for a forced march of fifty piles 
across a decei t, destitute of grass or fresh 
water. Among these, some were in a 

state of starvation. Never shall I forget 
the pathos with which one poor fellow ex-! 
claimed, “I have one hundred and sixty 
acres of the best land in Wisconsin, and 
here I am starving to death •” and he was 

not alone in bin distress. 
Junk 30th—At 1 o’clock, p. m., with 

tardy steps and melancholy hearts, we 

left the sulphur springs and commenced 
our march across the desert. Half dead 
with fatigue and hunger (for we had been 
on short allowance for a week or two.) 
the voice of the angel to Lot seemed 

sounding in my ears, *• Escape for yout 
1 

lives and look not behind you.” As night 
drew ou its sable but welcome shade we 

quickened our pace, occasionally inter- 
mingling with other trains, all pressing on 
with eager haste, like pilgrims to thej 
shrine of their saiot. 

inu9, wo continued our course due 
south until about midnight, when one of 
our men, from ill health amt fatigue, was 
unable to proceed further. We halted ; 

I unpacked my mole, nod the next thing 
1 knew, some one said. they’re going.’— 
I bad been asleep on the gre und. and if no 

one had disturbed me I should have slept 
sweetly till morning. By this time al| 
our water was exhausted, and we bad to 
travel the remainder of the night, suffer- 
ing severe)} from thirst. We saw some 

holes dug by the way side, but the water 

iu them was salt. Our trail led some* 

times across those vast floors, which I 
I have before de»cribed, when the travel* 

ing was the beat imaginable—again, over a 

section of country, somewhat broken, and 
a few shrubby bushes—along the base of 
mountains—sad the last part of the truil 
was very sandy and hard traveling. Just 
as tbe sun arose I espied tbe waters of the 
Karson Bivcr. No sight could have been 
more welcome. Here we lay in camp 
one day. and drank, ba’hed, and slept on 

the bunks of tbe river, recruiting our. 

selves somewhat from the fatigue of tbe 

preceding night- Most trains occupy a 

whoic night and most of a day. in crossing 
this desert, as it is better for both man 

aud beast, than to encounter the oxtreme 

beat of a whole day. As the sun arose, 
tbe naaed, desert mountain and plains 
which we had just passed, seemed to glow 
like a red hot oven, or fallow ground, 
when flies had just done smoking. The 
waters of this river come down from the 
snows of tbe Siera Nevada (great snow 

monotains) and eastern line ol California, 

pass olf to tho east towards the Sait Lake, 
and are probaly lost in the deserts of that 
most desolate region- 

At the point where we first struck the 
river were eome ludiaos, naked, except a 

filthy rag about their waists. What they 
subsist upon I could not imagine, nnless 
it were musquitoes, which I watched with 

greet interest ns they were trying their 
little proboscis on the sunburnt hides ol 
tbe natives, which experiment they seem, 

ed too willing to relinquish that they might 
try a dig on tbe more delicate oountenao 

ees of their strange visitora. There seem, 

ed lobe very few fish in the riser or game 
on the land. 

For three daya wo traseled slowly uf 
the riser, nearly wore oat by the fatigue 
of a three months’ journey from Missouri 

| Three of oar men, mounted an ear bet 

animals, were despatched ahead to ebtali 

provision, if posaible, and return to on 

» relief. On the morning of the ^ ofJu, 
lx 

they returned to us with the welcome 
news that there wa6 a atation a short dis- 
tance ahead where provisions could be 

obtained At this station we purchased {0 
lbs. of flour for $15, and some othei arti- 
cles on about as reasonable terms. This 
was close trader the side of the lower 
range of the great Siera Nevada, which 
wascovered with pine timber of enormous 

size. On the east of this range is a na- 

tural meadow, on which grass grows in 

great abundance. Teis valley is perhaps 
15 miles wide and 40 miles loug, and might 
be cultivated to advantage, and gold ia dug 
out of the ground along the base of the 
mountains. 

Our ascent up the mountain was thro* 
a gorge, down through which rushed a 

river of pure snow water, which we bad 
to cross on bridges made of small poles, in 
order to avoid the impassible sides of the 
river. Here, on the banks of this roaring 
cataract, in the dense forest, with walls of 
rock shooting up perpendicular close 
around us to the hight of 500 feet, we kin* 
died a fire rgainst aa old tog, and passed 
the night in as gloomy a solitude as can 

well be imagined. After traversing our 

toilsome way up this gorge for aeveial 
milts, we found Borne fellows who had 
stationed themselves by a pole bridge to 

sell grog and take toil. I enquired how 
far it was to the top of the mountain, and 
was told that we had not yet come to the 
mountain. After a toilsome ascent of six 
miles we reached the top of the pedestal, 
on which stands the grand Siera Nevada, 

“ whose aspiring top, 
With snows on snows, ascend the skies, 
And.as the everlasting props 
Of Heaven's high mansion, proudly rise.’* 

Here, on this lower summit, were large 
quantities of snow, which were yielding 
somewbnt to the warmer breezes, which, 
at midduy, ascended up from the regions 
below. After passing a marshy place, 
over snow, ice and mud, vie descend a lit** 
tie into a valley, when, after wading thro’, 
u river of snow water, three feet deep, we 

came to a good camping place, where 
some starving emigrants had just ki'led an 

ox which they had captured from a drove, 
iheu in the vicinity, taken what they 
wanted.and gone ahead, having previously 
posted bills of invitation to any that might 
want beef to help themselves, which ws 

were not slow to do. 

Conversation.—If you would wish 
m learn all about a man’s birth, life, oc- 

cupation, habits, and associations, you 
have only to talk with him. If he is 
a sportsman, the second sentence— 
if not the first—will be raoe horses, 
dogs, guns, grouse and snipe shooting; 
ind ten to one he will give you an ac- 
count of his success in bagging game 
and coming in foremost on the race 

course. If you happen to get into the 
company of a clergyman, you are sure 

to have a little theology wedged into the 
conversation, and every one of his asser- 

tions, whether truth or i»aopponent, will 
be clinched with a rivet from Scripture. 

A lawyer's ideas are all • situate lying 
and being’ between the covers of Black- 
stone’s Commentaries and law reports; 
and rarely soar beyond the foggy and 

mystified regions of mortgages and red 
tape. A school teacher—that is, a reg- 
ular knight of the birch—rarely has an 

idea outside of the comic sections, al- 
gebra and arithmetic, and looks upon 
his ferule as the great Archimedian lev- 
er that it to elevate the world to the 
highest pinnacle of its destinv; while 
his empire is disputed by nobody but 
ike dry nurse who has the advantage oi 
foi ming the young idea after all. To 
the little urchins, however, among whom 
he elands-like Gulliver among the Lil- 
liputians—lie is a very important person- 
age, if to nobody else. The doctor, like 
die rest, has but one string to his violin, 
and on that he is always harping the 
same old tune of emetics, powders, pills 
and boluses, and the best remedies for 
measles and marasmus. 

You can find out a young lady’s char- 
acter by the same means. If the talks 
of the last sleigh tide, the latest kind o! 
ribbon imported, boasts of the number 
of balls she has attended during the sea- 

son and discourses ef the last novel issued 
she may bo a pretty ornament to a par- 
lor but never will be useful for any pur- 
poses of practical utility. The cause ol 
the insipidity of modern conversation is 
that most people have‘but one class of 
ideas on which they can prattle for an 

age; but if you introduce another sub- 

ject they flounder like a fish on dry land. 
Of all bores and penal-ies of boredom 
deliver us from the mao of one idea auc 
his monotonous and everlasting reitera- 
tion of it. The mao of general infor 
mation is never tiresome; but be whi 
fancies that because be is himself later 
esied in some little narrow menial treai 
mill, everybody else must be interests 
in it else, and bores them accordingly 
ought to be bung up in a cage with i 

pariot where they could not chattel 

away without torturing others of a wi- 

der tango of ideas than them**-'",.^ 

The gro»’ist punishment of en idjur 
i* ’lie ooDv'-;’lon 0f having done it, en 

rVuo man suffers more than be that 
I tUrncd over to the pain of repbntnnce. 

Display asd Luxury. 
We have very little sympathy with 

ibat cynical philosophy which snarls et 
every expenditure for the beautiftil. Mid 
every display of taste. We rank the fine 
Arts among the useful arts, and we look 
upon a refined ta-te as auxiliary to a pure 
morality, and are therefore quite willing 
to devote a portion efear meant, and to 
see Societies and States use a share of 
their income to objects which we cap 
neither eat. uor drink, nor wear, bu| 
which merely gratify the love of beamy 
and grace. But it by no means follows, 
that the extravagance and lose of show 
which characterise our day, are any thing 
better than vulgar ostentation, of whieh, a* 
a cotemporary remarks there may be a 
great deal,' and the amount of money 
paid for it may excite amazement, but It 
is no sign of growth in refinement. The 
furniture and decorations of some ‘man- 
sions’ merely tell the visitor bow much 
the owner is worth.—and that might more 

easily be done by a placard or adver- 
tisement. The number of square feet of 
gold leaf or square yards of crimson dam- 
ask and velvet—the size of the mirrors, 
amf the quantity of plate are no sure in- 
dications of superior* sense or intellectual 
advancement—for they may be, after all, 
only a chaos of splendid rubbish, the glar- 
ing parade of a coarse-minded ambition, 
and a pride of parse. 

If you would rise ia the world, you 
must not stoop to kick at every cut who 
barks at you as you pass alqog. 

Kick ’em? On the contrary said TomLex • 

icon, I feel much obliged to ’em' It’s a 

purgatorial initiatory to Paradise. Noth- 

ing great ever succeeded, that wasn’t first 
hissed at by something small ’ It’s an un. 

failing sign of the rise of Lexicon stock* 
That mast be an unmitigated piece of hu- 
man stupidity, that could go through life 
without seating up at least one eneiny. 
‘Bless your enemies/ and always be sure 

you are one idea io advance of your 
neighbors, when you get your mental ears j| 
boxed. It’s a sin they won’t overlook in a Jr 
hurry—keep quiet, and use ’em to blow 
faime’s trumpet for you. Make up your 
mind to one of two things, either to 1 hide 
your light under a bushel/ or have all cre- 
ation after you, trying to bl<w it out? 
Between you and I, it’s a delightful little ex 
citement to watch their abortive attempts 
to do the same. Lead ’em a long danco— 
bold it close to their faces, to show their 
LiKputian statute *. then high above their 
pigmy heads, while they reach and grasp 
and stumble, like the idiot after the moos. 
‘Bless your enemies?’ nothing so detrimen- 
tal to fame as stagnation. 

A 7atherr’s Advice.—Col Oeorge Ma- 
son of Virginia, made ihe following re- 
marks in his will, which ought to be con- 
sidered a legacy to the nation:—' I recoin 
end to my sons, from my own experience 
in life, to prefer the happiness of indepen 
dance and a private station* to the trouble 
and vexation of public business, but if either 
their own incinations or the necessity of 
the times, should engage them in public 
affairs, I charge them on a lathers blessing 
uever 10 lo t (lie motives of private interest 
or ambition induce them to betray, nor the 
terrors of poverty and disgrace, or of 
death, deter them from asserting the liber- 
ty of their country, and endeavor tetrans- 
mit to their posterity, those sacied right* 
to which themselves were bora/ 

A New York paper states that ‘there ia 
a HoM building in Broadway, the proprl* 
eiora of which intend, in addition to the 
‘Bridal Chamber/ to have a ‘Death Room' 
fitted up in mugnificeut style, with metal* 
lie coffins, shrouds, palls and plates, for 
the accommodation of trrvelers who wish 
to die decently and have their executors 
pay for it.’ 

The ‘Union Company' of Norwalk. Ct.. 
Sliding that their factory can he lighted 
with gas cheaper than with oil or bunting 
fluid, have contracted for the erection or 
gas works for their own use, and they of* 
fer the residents in that village the van of 
their npparatuv, pipes, dec., to extend the 
gas throughout the place. 

By an arrival at Providence, wo have 
an account of a fight in South Africa, be* 
tweao a British force of a thousand mss 

and six thousand natives. The latter 
were rooted, and 6000 head of cattle took1 
from them, upon which they shed for 
ponce. 

The hog distemper ia raging terribly 'in 
Kentucky, and through some portions of 
tile other Western States, similar in its 
features and fatiiity to the hog epidemic 
which swept over the tame region about 

eighteen years since. The first visil a 

symptom of its approach is drowsmnw, 
and in moat cases death Ooaaea in »■ 

hour. Occasionally, there is Weeding at 
the nose. Over 800 hogs have died at 
Carolltoa. Ky.. the last month. 

Uacte Tom’s Cabin baa boon republish* 
ad in Hayti. for the benefit of the negro 
citizens of that empire, 

Some idea of |he commercial marine of 
England may be formed from the feet that 
one English vessel is lost- on an averafW 
with every tide. 

A candidate for Alderman at the IgM 
Rochester city election, got so drunk dur* 

ing the canvass as to become insane, and 

cut his own throat with a raaor. 

JE SSR/St Stt&jff 
, which is 700 miles In length, and few 639 

miles io a straff ima. it.* 
Hon. Haary Barnard in lectaring 0B 

education in the western port of the State. 

The Rhode Island WUfo State Conven- 
i lion, at Provident 0o Thursday, mt^n M 

Guborna-Vtai noreiestloo#, bat appaTat» 
* 
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the «ame M thfir dictation, 

, 3s»£S§^- d serious debate, ‘whatbar 
- t’saapfSRHB! 


